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Odi profanum vulgus et arceo 
W means no more in civil Engliſh than that I entreat 
you, gentlemen, not to give yourſelves the trouble to 
read theſe imitations; if they had been intended for your enter- 


tainment, they would have been executed in a different manner. 


A poor friend of mine is at this inſtant languiſhing in a priſon for 
what you muſt think a very uncommon caſe ; many an honeſt and 
ingenious man has had the misfortune to be thrown into gaol for 
debt; no one, before my friend, for having paid his debts—-in ſhort, 
for giving up all he was worth to an honeſt tradeſman upon a 

ſimple contract, without leaving himſelf one ſhilling to oppoſe the 
fictitious claims of a confederacy of attornies. 


Theſe varlets, gentlemen, have collected all the iniquity of the 
law into a focus to conſume him, for no other reaſon but be- 
cauſe he was a mortal enemy to their wicked practices. As I have 
no fixed poſſeſſions in this ſublunary world, nor any moveables of 
value but my poetry, I am exactly in the ſituation of another 

FR Te inſpired. 


1 
inſpired writer, and can truly ſay, filver and gold have I none, 
ſuch as I have will I give unto thee —theſe imitations therefore 
were intended for the amuſement of my friend, and of all thoſe 
who like him are in trouble, and are troubled like him with more 
wit than money. A certain proof, gentlemen, that you have 
no claim to any part of this benefaction, as it is well known that 
all of you have equal ſhares of both—and that many of you are 
immenſely rich, have titles and privileges, and are not only bleſſed 
with the ſun-ſhine of fortune, but are favoured with the moon- 
(hine of the court. Enlightened by whoſe magic beams, you 


dance like fairies round an enchanted ring, and terrify weak mor- 
tals with your gambols. 


Having nothing further to diſcuſs with you at preſent, I beg 
leave, gentlemen, for the ſake of ſaving charges, to fend a few 
lines under your cuver to my aforeſaid friends and brethren. 


My dear friends, I know you will conſider that imitations of 
Horace, in this manner, have never been well executed hither- 
to, and perhaps never will, unleſs ſome of you take that buſineſs 
out of the hands of the nobility and opulent gentry of this land, 
who have enjoyed, time out of mind, an excluſive right to all imi- 
tations of the odes of Horace, whether religious or profane, moral 
or immoral, chaſte and ſober or ebrious and unclean——their 
claim is derived from a conceſſion of Juvenal Satur eff, cum dicit 
Horatius, obe] and therefore no one, ſay they, that i is not ſaturated 
with claret and champaigne ſhould preſume to imitate his odes. 
Horace ĩt is true has been always the favourite poet of the court, but 
nethiog can be concluded from thence, for he has alſo been the 


3 favourite 
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favourite poet of the church, inſomuch that many of our learned 
clergy have dedicated their whole lives to explain his text, and 
preſerve it uncorrupted. Horace's lyre is to our clergy, what 
Buchanan's bagpipes are to their brethren of Scotland, neither 


acknowledging any ſuperior but David's harp. This attachment 
in both countries has its foundation in early education, and I be- 


lieve is interwoven with the principles of our religion. I remem- 
ber when I was at a public ſchool, under the direction of a 
worthy divine, our firſt leſſon for the morning ſervice was 4 
chapter of the Greek Teſtament, and the ſecond was in Totus 
Teres, a favourite deſignation of my maſter, who was a facetious 
man, for his favourite Flaccus—{(T tus teres atque rotunaus) : by his 
means I was introduced to Herace as early as to the evangeliſts, 
and contracted an intimacy with him, long before I had the 
happineſs to have the leaſt acquaintance with St. Paul. 


I would not inſinuate that the Horatian lyre may not be touched 
with as much grace and {kill at a nobleman's or a rich commoner's 
modern ſeat in the country, as at the ancient ſeats of the muſes 
—the priſons and garrets of this metropolis —— the ſame taſte 
and judgment, the ſame eaſe and ſpirit, with the ſame creative 
: ſtamina, may be found in both— but the muſes will not be 
treated like kept miſtreſſes for their looſe pleaſures, or to toy 
and trifle with after bufineſs or a debauch; thoſe haughty dam- 
ſels muſt poſſeſs the whole ſoul without a rival; the leaſt appear- 
ance of avarice or ambition, or of any paſſion foreign to them. 
will draw down their contempt and indignation. 


Wherefore 
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Wherefore finding in myſelf every diſpoſition imaginable for 


their ſervice, a moſt potent and ſtrenuous inertneſs, with a ſove- 


reign inaptitude to any purſuit that can be deemed profitable, uſe- 
ful or neceſſary, I can ſcarce doubt but my endeavours to be 


agreeable to the Nine, will be more acceptable than the imperti- 
nent airs of men of quality and fortune, who think they do them 
an honour when they vouchafe to take notice of them. 
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BOOK I. 0 DE in. 


To . 


HE man religious to his word, 
And a firm Chriſtian, firm as you, 


Whoſe principles are like his ſword, 


True to dame Honour, whilſt ſhe's true; 


Like you, may laugh at tyrant peers; 
Nor can the baſe apoſtate's vote, 

Nor ruin thundering in his ears, 
Cram Tory nonſenſe down his throat. 


Hambden and Pym by arts like theſe, 


To glorious patriots once gave law, 


And now give nectar on their knees, 


To both the Georges and Naſſau. 


ODES. 


FE 


ODA SELECT X 


CCC 


1 TUM, et tenacem propoſiti virum, 
Non civium ardor prava jubentium, 
Non vultus inſtantis tyranni 
Mente quatit ſolida: neque Auſter, 


Dux inquieti turbidus Adriæ; 
Nec fulminantis magna Jovis manus: 
Si fractus illabatur orbis, 


Impavidum ferient ruinæ. * 


Hac arte Pollux, et vagus Hercules 
Innixus, arces attigit igneas: 
5 | Quos inter Auguſtus recumbens 
Purpureo bibit ore nectar. 


 Hie 
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Nor with leſs art fanatic Vane, 


Ruled the wild Whigs by frantick prayer, 


Like tygers patient of the rein, 


When Bacchus ſteps into the chair. 


Crowwell, Bellona's charioteer 


Aſcending to the realms of day, 


With fiends and furies in his rear, 


Sc 
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Through ſtorms and thunder forc'd his way. BA 


Thus to her Sydney Freedom ſpoke— 


« Truſt thee I will, tho' oft betray d; 
Tho' Wentworth, for lewd folly's yoke, 
Left me and the Athenian maid. 


| bw . . 

Remove yon foreign dame with ſpeed, 

« That wicked judge, thoſe courtiers vile, 
Men that can neither write nor read, 


And give me back my raviſh'd iſle. 


Tis well I ſee the miſcreants fly; 


No Fav'rite now, with haughty mien, 


Shall dare to rival kings, and try, 


„Like Villiers, to ſeduce a queen. 


And with prophetic eyes I view 
« A monk, the laſt of Stuart's race, 
In exile, and his laviſh crew 
« Of perjur'd Tories in diſgrace. 


6 Treaſon 


— 
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Hic te merentem Bacche pater tuæ 
Vexere tigres, indocili jugum. 
Collo trahentes : hac Quirinus 
Martis equis Acheronta fugit, 


Gratum eloquuta conſiliantibus 


Junone divis: Ilion, Ilion 
Fatalis inceſtuſque judex 
Et mulier peregrina vertit. 


In pulverem, ex quo deſtituit deos 25 
Mercede pacta Laomedon: mihi 
Caſtæque damnatum Minervæ 

Cum populo et duce fraudulente- 


Jam nec Lacænæ ſplendet adulteræ 


Famoſus hoſpes, nec Priami Domus. 


Perjura pugnaces Achivos 
Hectoreis opibus refringit: 


Noſtriſque ductum ſeditionibus 


Bellum reſedit : protinus et graves; 
Iras, et inviſum nepotem, 
Troica quem peperit acerdos, | 
hs 
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Marti: 
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& 'Treaſon and he to Rome are fled, 
e There let him reign without reſtraint, 
And, when the ſpurious monarch's dead, 


& Let him be made a Roman ſaint. 


e Whiltt ſeas divide us, let them ſhine, 
“ Let ſaints and martyrs for them battle, 
<< Whilſt Stuart's tomb, likè Becket's ſhrine, 
Is only trod by Romith cattle. 


4 On Magna Charta's ſolid baſe 
« Britannia's majeſty ſhall ſtand, 
« Confin'd alone by boundleſs ſpace, 
« Her ſons ſhall conquer ſea and land. 


Nor ſhowers of lead nor pointed ſteel 
„Their native ardour ſhall withhold : 


«© Thrice happy, could they always feel 
« The ſame innate contempt for gold. 


„ O Britons ! whilſt your banners wave 
In every clime, on every ſhore 

oP Deep as the center make a grave, 
And bury that pernicious ore; 


« Leſt tyranny again ſhould riſe, 
« Enrich'd and ſtrengthen'd by your gains, 
« Dazzle your delegates weak eyes, 


And bind them faſt in golden chains: 


«6 Chains 


Marti redonabo. illum ego lucidas 
Inire ſedes, ducere nectaris 
Succos, et adſcribi quictis 
Ordinibus patiar deorum. 


Dum longus inter ſæviat Ilion 
Romamque pontus, qualibet exules 
In parte regnanto beati : 
Dum Priami Paridiſque buſto 


Inſultet armentum, et catulos feræ 
Celent inultæ: ſtet Capitolium 
Fulgens, triumphatiſque poſſit 
Roma ferox dare jura Medis. 


Horrenda late nomen in ultimas 
Extendat oras : qua medius liquor 


Secernit Europen ab Afro, 
Qua tumidus rigat arva Nilus : 


Aurum irrepertum, et fic melius ſitum 
Quum terra celat, ſpernere fortior, 
Quam cogere humanos in uſus, 
One deen rapiente dextra, 


Quicunque mundi terminis obſtitit, 
Hunc tangat armis, viſere geſtiens 
Qua parte debacchentur ignes, 

Qua nebulæ pluviique rores. 


Sed 
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© Chains which, however, ſoon or late; 
« T'll break, as I have done before; 

*« Your chains are not like thoſe of fate, 
That tie the Frenchman to his oar; 


« For ſhould the Goths again prevail, 

« Should impious men again bear ſway; 
« Their blaze ſhall, like a comet's tail, 

« Awe none but fools, and paſs away. 


cc Ey'n if rebellion, a third time, | 
e Shall riſe again and leave her bed, 
Freedom again ſhall load and prime, 


And the Third Brunſwick ſhoot her dead.“ 


But hold this is too high a flight.;. 
I fear we both ſhall come to ſhame: 
Return, my muſe, whilſt we have light, 
I am half blind, and you are lame. 


ODE 
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Sed bellicoſis fata Quiritibus 
Hac lege dico, n. nimium pii, 
Rebuſque dentes, avite _ 
Tecta velint reparare Trojz. 


Trojæ renaſcens alite lugubri. 

Fortuna triſti clade iterabitur, . 

Ducente victrices catervas 
Conjuge me Jovis & ſorore. 


Ter ſi reſurgat murus aheneus 
Autore Phœbo, ter pereat meis N 
Exciſus Argivis: ter uxor 
Capta virum pueroſque ploret. 


Non hæc jocoſæ conveniunt lyræ 
Quo Muſa tendis ? define pervicax 
Referre ſermones deorum, et 

Magna modis tenuare parvis. 


O DE IXth of the 4th Book. 


To LOLLIUS. \ 


HO! born in an ungenial clime, 
Where T. with brawls his tribute pays, 
Tis poſſible, my lord, for Time 
To fancy theſe uncommon lays. 


If Shakeſpear every muſe inſpire, 

Sole ſovereign of the tuneful throng, 

Praiſe ſtill is due to Cowley's lyre, 
And Gray's ſweet melancholy ſong. 


Prior ſhall live with laughing eye 
Amongſt the vivid ſons of fame; 
Maids ever weep, and widows ſigh, 
And burn with Eloiſa's flame. 


Not Sparta's queen alone has tripp'd, 
Charmed with fine breeding and fine cloaths, 
Other fair princeſſes have ſlipp'd*, = 
And troubled the whole world's repoſe. - 


* Brantome furniſhes us with many examples of royal frailty. 


Teucer 
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ODE IX. Lib. 4. 
Ad LOLLIUM.: 


E forte credas interitura, quæ 
Longe ſonantem natus ad Aufidum, 
Non ante vulgatas per artes 

Verba loquor ſocianda chordis, 


Non, fi priores Mzonius tenet 
Sedes Homerus, Pindaricæ latent 
Ceæque, & Alcæi minaces, 
Steſichorique gravis Camenæ: 


Nec, fi quid olim luſit Anacreon, 
Delevit ætas: ſpirat adhuc amor, 
Vivuntque commiſſi calores 
 Foliz fidibus puelle, 


Non ſola comtos arſit adulteri 

Crines, & aurum veſtibus illitum 

Mirata regaleſque cultus, - 
Et comites, Helene Laczna : 


Primuſve - 
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Teucer is not the only prince 
Famous for ſhooting the long bow *. 
Troy has been loſt before, and ſince, 
By cunning, with a patriot ſhew. 


Heroes have bled as well as Hector, 
Both for their minions and chaſte wives; 
Elſe how had Cromwell been protector, 
Or Charles and Edward loſt their lives? 


Pitts with the ſame aſpiring mind 
In dark Oblivion are gone down; 
But they had not the luck to find 
Churchills to hand them to renown. 


Worth, undiſtinguiſh'd by applauſe, 
But equals floth ; nor ſhall the chief 

In livid filence guard our laws, ns 
Forgotten like a mouldy brief. 


Supremely wiſe when wiſdom's wanted, 
Prudent where caution is a merit, 
Upright, inflexible, undaunted, 
Pure and enlighten'd like a ſpirit. 


* Cydonio arcu—the Cretan or long bow. Sce St. Paul's Epiſt. to Titus chap. i. 
v. 12. Xpmreoan U T he Stuart race of princes were as famous as Teucer for 
th e Cretan bow. | 8 
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Primuſve Teucer tela Cydonio 
Direxit arcu: non ſemel Ilios 
Vexata: non pugnavit ingens 
Idomeneus Stheneluſive ſolus 


Dicenda Maſis prœlia: non ferox 
Hector, vel acer Deiphobus graves 
Excepit ictus pro pudicis 
Conjugibus pueriſque primus. 


Vixere fortes ante Agamemnona 
Multi; ſed omnes illacrymabiles 
Urgenter, ignotique longa 
Nocte, carent quia vate ſacro. 


Paulum ſepultæ diſtat inertiæ 
Celata virtus, non ego te meis 
Chartis inornatum ſileri, 

Totve tuos patiar labores 


Impune, Lolli, carpere lividas 
Obliviones. eſt animus tibi 
Rerumque prudens, et ſecundis 
Temporibus dubiiſque rectus; 


Vindex 
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8worn enemy to falſhood baſe, 
Againſt corruption firm and ſteady, 

Not for one ſingle heat or race, 


But always booted, always ready. 


You roſe at Freedom's ſacred call, 
Snatched her from th' invading great, 
Added new trophies to her hall, 
And fixed the goddeſs in her ſeat. 


Tis the wiſe uſe, not the poſſeſſing, 
The ſmiles of fortune or of kings, 

That can make wealth a real bleſſing, 
Or take from poverty her ſtings. _ 


That dignifies the virtuous man, 
Scorning, tho' poor to flinch or faulter, 

Who for his prince or his dear clan 
Deſpiſes the impending halter. 


ODE 
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Vindex avarz fraudis et abſtinens 
Ducentis ad ſe cuncta pecuniæ: 


Conſulque non unius anni, 
Sed quoties bonus atque fidus 


Judex honeſtum prætulit utili, et 
Rejecit alto dona nocentium 
Vultu : et per obſtantes catervas 
Explicuit ſua victor arma. 


Non poſſidentem multa vocaveris 

Recte beatum : rectius occupat 

Nomen beati, qui Deorum 
Muneribus ſapienter uti, 


Duramque callet pauperiem pati, 

Pejuſque letho flagitium timet: 
Non ille pro caris amicis 

Aut patria timidus perire, 
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ODE XXIXth of the 3d Book. 


To MECENAS. 


FFSPRING of Britiſh kings of yore, 
To put your ſpirits in fine tune, 
I have ſome Burgundy in ſtore, 
With roſes for the tenth of June. 


Quit thoſe damp glades, nor muſing mope, 
Enchanted with your arms acroſs, 


Fix'd like a ſtatue on a ſlope, 
Or the pagoda like a Jols. 


Let not the noiſe of yon black city, 
One moment diſcompoſe your peace, 

Look down on pomp awhile with pity, 
And let faſtidious plenty ceaſe. 


A grateful change to homely fare, 

A cot, a barn-door fowl, and mutton, 
Oft ſmooth the anxious face of care, 
And ſqueamiſhneſs herſelf turns glutton. 


Now 
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ODE XXIX. Lib. III. 


Ad MÆE CEN AT E M. 


YRR HENA regum progenies, tibi 

Non ante verſo lene merum cado, 
Cum flore, Mæcenas, roſarum, et 

Preſſa tuis balanus capillis 


Jamdudum apud me eſt. eripe te moræ; 
Ne ſemper udum Tibur et Æſulæ 


Declive contempleris arvum, et 
Telegoni juga parricidæ. 


Faſtidioſam deſere copiam, et 
Molem propinquam nubibus arduis. 


Omitte mirari beatæ 


Fumum et opes ſtrepitumque Romæ. 


Plerumque gratæ divitibus vices, 
Mundæque parvo ſub lare pauperum 
Cœnæ, ſine aulzis et oſtro, 
Solicitam explicuere frontem. 


F 
* 
* 


(26 ] 
Now Phoebus rages, now the ſwain 
With languor drives his fainting ſheep, 
From the parched meads and fultry plain, 
To ſilver ſtreams and thickets deep. 


Upon the 'Thames there's not a breeze, 
No Zephyr with expiring breath, 
'To animate thoſe horrid trees, 
Silent and motionleſs as death. 


There you form all your decent plans, 
To righteouſneſs give a new birth ; 

And with your tories and your clans 
Govern the princes of the earth. 


Heaven kindly keeps us in the dark, 
And ſpite of all our fine ſpun ſchemes, 

Laughs when we overſhoot the mark, 
Both at our fears and ſanguine dreams. 


The preſent's all we have to f 
Futurity is like a current, 
Now ſmooth and pleaſant as the Tweed, 
Now dreadful like a highland torrent. 


Tumbling with fury down the . 
The rocks reſound the mountains rattle ; 3 
Pines float along with groves of cale, 


Huts, plaids, blue bonnets, and black cattle. 


» 
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Jam clarus occultum Andromedes pater 
Oſtendit ignem; jam Procyon furit, 
Et ſtello veſani Leonis, 

Sole dies reverente ſiccos. 


Jam paſtor umbras cum grege languido 
Rivumque feſſus quærit, et horridi 
Dumeta Sylvani: caretque 
Ripa vagis taciturna ventis. 


Tu civitatem quis deceat ſtatus 
Curas, et Urbi ſolicitus times, 
| Quid Seres et regnata Cyro 
Bactra parent, Tanaiſque diſcors. 


Prudens futuri temporis exitum 
Caligionoſa nocte premit Deus; 
Ridetque, ſi mortalis ultra 
Fas trepidat. quod adeſt, memento 


Componere æquus: cætera fluminis 
Ritu ferunter, nunc medio alveo 
Cum pace delabentis Etruſcum 
In mare, nunc lapides adeſos. 


Stirpeſque raptas, et pecus, et domos 
Volventis una, non ſine montium 


Clamore, vicinzque filve ; 
Cum fera diluvies quietos 


Irritat 


* 


E 1 
Happy is he who lives to day, 
Lives for himſelf, tis ſo much gain, 
Whether the next be ſad or gay, 
Or the ſun never riſe again. 


Tis done — nor can the power of fate 
Cancel and ſet the deed aſide, 

Nor Fortune's inſolence and hate 
That loves to mortify our pride. 


Let her purſue her cruel ſport, 
Paſt pleaſures cannot be deſtroyed ;. 


She cannot, as ſhe does at court, 
Vacate what we have once enjoy'd.. 


Faithful whilſt ſhe continues mine; 
But if ſhe violates my bed, 


The painted harlot I reſign, 
And virtue tho” unportion'd wed.. 


When the ſtorm beats, and ſeas run high, 
I ſhall not importune with prayers,. 

The angry princes of the ſky, 

._ ſpare my curious Cyprean wares.. 


Nor duped by hope, like many a one, 
Stay blubbering beneath the deck, 
But when both maſt and rudder's gone, 


Take to my boat and leave the wreck. 


ODE 
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Irritat amnes. ille potens ſui 

Lætuſque deget, cui licet in diem 

Dixiſſe, Vixi: cras vel atra 
Nube polum Pater occupato, 


Vel ſole puro: non tamen irritum 
Quodcunque retro eſt, efficiet ; nequs 
Diffinget, infectumque reddet, 
Quod fugiens ſemel hora vexit. 


Fortuna ſævo læta negotio, et 

Ludum inſolentem ludere pertinax, 

Tranſmutat incertos honores, 
Nunc mihi, nunc alii benigna, 


Laudo manentem : fi celeres quatit 
Pennas, reſigno quæ dedit, & mea 
Virtute me involvo, probamque 
Pauperiem fine dote quæro. 


Non eſt meum, fi mugiat Africis 

Malus procellis, ad miſeras preces 

Decurrere, et votis paciſci, 
Ne Opel Tyriæque merces 


Addat avaro divitias mari. 
Tunc me biremis præſidio ſcaphs 
Tutum per Ægæos tumultus 


Aura feret, geminuſque Pollux. 
0 . 


11 
ODE XVth. Book 4th. 


A TORY ODE. 


Tried to ſing, and touch'd my ſtrings, 
Of cities ſtorm'd and conquer'd kings; 
But Phœbus cried, What notes are theſe ? 
Forbear ; nor let thy flimſey fail, | 
Swell'd by a light deluſive gale, 
Expoſe thee to the claflick ſeas. 


This age has brought us golden days, 


Our guardian faint is cloy'd with praiſe, 


With trophies and triumphant banners ; 


He lets St. Andrew clear the coaſt, 


And drive the Whigs from every poſt, 


To ſweeten and correct their manners. 


Cæſar has ſhut the gates of Janus, 


And our Mæcenas to contain us, 
Apt to be mutinous and idle, 


Vamps the old arts, and makes them fit, 


And changes Pelham's fooliſh bit 
For Mansfield's ſcientific bridle. _ 


ET 
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ODE XV. Lib. IV. 


P HO EB Us volentem prœlia me loqui 
Victas et urbes, increpuit, Iyra ; 
Ne parva Tyrrhenum per æquor 
Vela darem. tua, Czſar, ztas 


* 


Fruges et agris rettulit uberes; 


Et ſigna noſtro reſtuit Jovi. 


Derepta Parthorum ſuperbis 
Poſtibus; et vacuum duellis 


Janum Quirini clauſit; et ordinem 
Rectum evaganti frena licentiæ 
Injecit, emovitque culpas, 
Et veteres revocavit artes; 


* 
By theſe old arts, Britannia's fame, 


Diffuſive as the Roman Name, 


In every clime has fix'd her ſtandard, 
As far as from the fartheſt Weſt 


To where the Phenix builds her neſt, 
As far as ever Scotchman wander'd. 


Whilſt Tory's rule, no civil fury, 
No perſecuting judge nor jury, 
Shall interrupt our ſweet repoſe, 


No angry parties draw their ſwords, 


No leaders with big looks and words, 
Shall lead their princes by the noſe. 


Our laws like thunderbolts are hurl'd, 
And echo'd round the conquer'd world, 
Their voice the ſtouteſt heart appals, 
Sachems in awful horror bound, 
Hear not with wonder more profound 
Niagara's tremendous falls. 


Whilſt we, our wives and children, all 


Aſſembled in the good old hall, 
And every neighbour young and old, 


With Chriſtmas merriment and cheer, 
Plenty of cyder, punch, and beer, 


Fiddles and pipes like barons bold, 


E 


Per quas Latinum nomen et Italæ 
Crevere vires, famaque, & imperi 
Porrecta majeſtas ad ortum 
| Solis ab Heſperio cubili. 


Cuſtode rerum Cæſare, non furor 
Civilis, aut vis exiget otium ; 
Non ira, quæ procudit enſes, 


Et miſeras inimicat urbes. 


Non qui profundum Danubium bibunt, 
Edicta rumpent Julia; non Getz, 
Non Seres infidive Perſe, 
Non Tanaim prope flumen orti. 


Noſque et profeſtis lucibus et ſacris, 

Inter jocoſi munera Liberi, 

Cum prole, matroniſque noſtris, 
Rite Deos prius | apprecati, 


H ed Virtute 


34 ] 
Shall toaſt with bumpers and huzzas 


The chiefs that fell in the old cauſe, 
And celebrate the heavenly breed, 


Sprung from a Latian ſwain's embrace “, 
When Venus took the form and face 
Of the fair daughter of the Tweed. 


4 The Anchiſes of the Tories was an Italian fidler. 


ODE 


11 


Virtute functos, more patrum, duces, 

Lydis remiſto carmine tibiis, 
Trojamque, et Anchiſen, & almæ 

Progeniem Veneris canemus. 


ODE 
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ODE VIllth of the 24th Book. 


To DANIEL WEBB, Efg. 


Would with all my heart and ſoul, 
Send every friend a golden bowl, 


And with each bowl a purſe of gold, 
To fill the bowl and make it ſmile, 
And to ſecure the bowl awhile, 
From being either pawn'd or ſold, 


To every military friend, 

Heroick tripods I would ſend, 
Tripods fit only for brave fellows ; 
That is to ſay, crutches a pair, 
And one ſtout leg of the ſame ware, 

Made like the noſſel of a bellows. 


Pictures I'd ſend of every ſchool, 
I am fo generous a fool, 

With ſtatues too and buſts for niches, 
1 8 Theſe I would ſend to none but you, 
The prince and mirror of virtu, 


If I was maſter of ſuch riches. 


a 


ODE vill. Lib. IV. 


ONAREM pateras, grataque commodus, 


Cenſorine, meis æra ſodalibus : 


Donarem tripodas, præmia fortium 
Graiorum : neque tu peſſima munerum 
Ferres : divite me ſcilicet artium 

Quas aut Parrhauſius protulit, aut Seopas; 3 
Hic ſaxo, liquidis ille coloribus 

Solers nunc hominem ponere, nunc deum 


133 


1 Sed 


S 


— — id * 4 
— 4 — 4 — — > - 


— —— 


— 
rom" DON 


2 F 
= * > 
L G . 
1 * pas * ba 1 2 5 "RS a 
. tattoo BI aa EW . 6 ˙—Aw: aca ON 
———— * — * 6 W = -  "— = „ — 
3 82 — — "I" 82 — > 34 g - - .. * > P — 
ly a GE — 8 


— = 


1 


As to vertu, that point's decided, 
Lou are ſufficiently provided; 
All that you want of me is metre, 
[ 5 Lou may have plenty at my forge, 
1 | I need not ſteal, like thrifty George, 
From Paul, in order to pay Peter. 


I know the prince of lyrick ſong 
Eaſy, yet elegantly ſtrong, 
: And know that Becktord's head of mat 
| I mean that head the ſcupltor made, 
| That marble head will ſooner fade, 
Than any ſongs the muſes warble. 


Your Fame muſt fly with wings of paper, 
Be you a Wolfe, a Howe, a Draper, 
Victor at Minden or at Canna, 
Or legiflator great as he, 
That led the Jews through the Red Sea, 
: ET And pamper'd them with quails and manr 1, 


Great bards great-favours can beſtow, 
In heaven above or hell below, 
They can convey you with a nod, 
From Styx, whenever they think fit, 
And call you up to heaven by writ, 
And make you an immortal god. 


L 89 ] 
Sed non hæc mihi vis; non tibi talium 
Res eſt aut animus deliciarum egens. 
Gaudes carminibus: carmina poſſumus 
Donare, et pretium dicere muneris. 
Non inciſa notis marmora publicis, 
Per quæ ſpiritus et vita redit bonis 
Poſt mortem ducibus: non celeres fugæ, 
Rejectæque retrorſum Annibalis minæ; 
Non incendia Carthaginis impiæ, 
Ejus, qui domità nomen ab Africa 
Lucratis rediit, clarius indicant 


Laudes, quam Calabræ Pierides: neque 


Si chartæ ſileant quod bene feceris, 
Mercedem tuleris, quid foret Iliæ 
Mavortiſque puer, ſi taciturnitas 
Obſtaret meritis invida Romuli? 
Ereptum Stygiis fluctibus Aacum 
Virtus? et favor, et lingua potentium 
Vatum divitibns conſecrat inſulis. 
Dignum laude virum Muſa vetat mori. 


Cœla 


[ do ] 
Lollius with Racus may dwell, 
Minos and he may judge in hell, 


When future poets ſing his worth, 


Bute may like Enoch be tranſlated, 
Then made a ſtar, and made related 


To lo Bootes of the North“. 


And S———ch, if the muſes pleaſe, 


* Shall outwit Mercury with eaſe, 
_— And my lord duke outſhine Apollo, : 


And each Olympick peer outvie 
Caſtor the jockey of the ſky, 
And R—by bold beat Bacchus hollow. 


*I know there is claſſical authority for this epithet, 
Sive eft arfophylax ſive eſt piger ille Bootes. Ov. Faſt. ili. 405. 
Yet I cannot help fancying the author wrote Sly inſtead of Slow Bootes; he is repre- 


ſented in his northern ſituation watching his charge with unremitting vigilance; 


and I am apt to believe that our Sly Boots is a contraction of Bootes. I have ſeen 
the ſame thought in a manuſcript collection of verſes compoſed by the profeſſors of 
a famous univerſity upon the revolution in 1760. It was beautifully purſued in the 


verſes of the aſtronomy profeſſor, which ſtruck me ſo that I ſtill retain them, 


Attendant upon Charles's wane, 
Bootes, commonly called Bute, 
The brighteſt ſtar in all his train, 
Without all manner of diſpute. 
May thou forever fixt remain, 
Cunning and watchful as the dragon; 
L eſt Urſa Minor break his chain, 
And overturn the northern waggon. 


ODE 


(41 ] 
Colo Muſa beat. fic Jovis intereſt 
Optatis epulis impiger Hercules : 
Clarum Tyndaridæ ſidus ab infimis 
Quaſſas eripiunt æquoribus rates: 
Ornatus viridit tempora pampino 
Liber vota bonos ducit ad exitus. 


ODE 


* 
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able for chaſtity? Critical Review, 


[. 44 ] 


ODE Xth of the 1ſt Book, 
To MERCURY. 


CS NYRANDSON of Atlas, the moſt chaſte * 
| Reformer of the lewd and wicked, 
Moulding green ſenators like paſte, 

By catches and decorous cricket. 


Thee meſſenger of Jove I'll ſing, 
Profeſſor of the crooked lyre, 
Jocoſely ſtealing to the ſpring, 
Thro' every crooked dark defire. oy” 


Robb'd and betray'd, ungodly John, 
Threatning to ſhoot thee thro' the liver, 
Laugh'd when he found his arrows gone, 


And ſaw thee ſporting with his quiver. 


Leaving the Whigs at thy perſuaſion, 
Whilſt Pelham's beacons blazed in vain, 
Dives forgot his flaggelation, 


And turn'd a Cocobite again, 
* Whoever heard beſides this author, that Atlas the father of Maia, was remark- 


3 To. -* 


6 43” 3 


men he 0 DE X. Lib. I, 


Ad MERCURIUM. 


FER CURI facunde, nepos Atlantis, 
Qui feros cultus hominum recentum 
Voce formaſti catus, et decorz 


More palæſtræ: 


Te canam, magni Jovis et deorum 
Nuncium, curveque lyræ parentem ; 


Callidum, quidquid placuit, jocoſo 


Condere furto. 


Te, boves olim niſi reddidiſſes 


Per dolum amotas, puerum minaci 
Voce dum terret, viduus pharetrà 
Riſit Apollo. 


Quin et Atridas, duce te, ſuperbos 


Ilio dives Priamus relicto, 
Theſſaloſque ignes, et iniqua Trojæ 
Caſtra fefellit. 


3 


[44 I 
To pious ſouls, delightful benches, 
Bleſt Lord! thy golden rod affigns, 
And works great marvels on light wenches, 
Grateful to princes and divines * ! 


P Superis deorum gratus et mis, 
Grateful to princes and divines. 


As the author has not ſufficiently declared which of theſe perſonages are the ſuperi 
deorum, we preſume, | that he leaves them. at liberty to toſs up for it. Monthly 
Review, 


1 ODE 


* =>? 


[WJ 1 
Tu pias lætis animas reponis q 
Sedibus ; virgaque levem coerces 


Aurei turbam, ſuperis Deorum 
Gratus, et imis. 


5 ODE 
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ODE VIIIth of the 2d Book. 


{ 
To NELLY OBRIEN. 


Dr. Bentley has many ingenious confectures about the name of the 
perſon to whom this ode is inſcribed ; he in/iſts upon it that Barine 

is neither a Greek nor Roman name. The Society of Iriſh antigua- 
rians have confirmed the doftor's opinion, and proved clearly that 
Barine is a Celtic name, by a poetical metatheſis or tranſpoſition 
of the letters from Obrien. 


FT W OULD believe you once again, 
Were you a tooth or nail the worſe 


For every oath you take in vain, 
And every violated curſe: 


Tho' you bid Jaſas fire your bones, 
Confound yourſelf and all your kin, 
Blaſt thoſe bright eyes like precious ſtones, 
Damn Helen's limbs and Leda's ſkin, 0 


Fialſe and forſworn a thouſand times, 
Obrien's ſtill the public toaſt, | 
Still grows more lovely from her crimes, 
Godby's intrigue and Welche's boaſt. 
: s | Thy 


* 


a 4 


[4 ] 


ODE VIII. Lib. 2. 


Ad JULIAM BARINEN. 


. 


LLA ſi juris tibi pejerati 
Pœna, Barine, nocuiſſet unquam; 
Dente ſi nigro fieres, vel uno 
Turpior ungui; 


Crederem: ſed tu, ſimul obligaſti 
Perfidem votis caput, eniteſcis 
Pulchrior multo, juvenumque prodis 


Publica cura. 


Expedit matris cineres opertos 
Fallere, & toto taciturna noctis 
Signa cum cœlo, gelidaque divos 


Morte carentes. | 
i Ridet 


[43 J 
Thyperjury and ſubtle arts, 
Venus and Cupid ſmiling view; 
Fell love that whets with blood his darts, 
On whetſtone of infernal blue *. 


For thee our youth ſhoot up and grow ; 
Each day adds captives to thy ſtore ; 


Nor can the old exhauſted beau 
Forbear to hanker at thy door. 


Mothers and miſers fear thee ſtill ; 


Young beauteous brides are in alarms, 
Leſt thy maturer charms and {kill 
Should draw their huſbands to thy arms. 


Lapis infernalis, or the blue ſtone, 


L p34 


Ridet hoc, inquam, Venus ipſa ; rident 
Simplices Nymphæ, ferus et Cupido, 
Semper ardentes acuens ſagittas 

Cote cruenta. 


Adde, quod pubes tibi creſcit omnis; 

Servitus creſcit nova: nec priores 

Impiæ tectum dominæ relinquunt, 
Srpe minati. 


Te ſuis matres metuunt juvencis, 

Te ſenes parci: miſeræque nuper 

Virgines nuptæ, tua ne retardet 
Aura maritos, 


| 
| 
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The AroTHEOsIs or the INSTELLATION. 


ODE XXVth. Book 3d. 


To BACCHUS. 


HIT HE R, O Bacchus, am I hurry'd, 
 Ofer mountains high, thro' woods, and valleys; 
How are iny ſpirits toſs'd and flurry'd, 
With ſudden and unwonted allies ! 


- 


V/here can I find a cave to muſe 

Upon his lordſhip's envied glory; 
Which of the Nine dare to refuſe 

To tell the ſtrange and recent ſtory ? + 


Mounting I faw the egregious lord, 

O'er all impediments and bars ; 

I ſaw him at Jove's council board, 
And ſaw him ſtuck amongſt the ſtars. 


* 


Not 


[ 51 } 
ODE XXV. Lib, II.. 
Ad BACCHUM. 


o me, Bacche, rapis, tui 
Plenum? quæ in nemora, aut quos agor in ſpecus, 


Velox mente nova? quibus 
Antris, egregii Cæſaris audiar 


Eternum meditans decus, 
Stellis inſerere, et confilio Jovis? 
Dicam inſigne, recens, adhuc 

Indictum ore alio. non ſecus in jugis 


Exſomnis 
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Not more amaz'd, with ivy crown'd, 
Thuy prieſteſs, having bous'd all night, 
In chains of ice ſees Hebrus bound, 
And' all the Thracian mountains white. 


I ſaw him top the Pyrenees, 
And loſt him in the blaze of day ; 
At night I ſpy'd him at his eaſe, 
With Anſer in the milky way. 


Thou, to whom Naiads bend their knees, 
That nightly ſport in Charlotte's bowers, 
Whoſe hands can pluck up foreſt trees, 
As eaſily as gather flowers; 


Deign to inſpire my feeble ſong, 
Deign to accompany my flight ; 
Inform me, Bacchus, when I'm wrong, 
Invigorate me when I'm right. 


I hate tame themes, abhor tame meaſure, 
And ſcorn the vulgar's taſteleſs praiſes : 
"Tis hazardous ; but O what pleaſure 
To reel with thee through pathleſs mazes ! 


— 
__ 


( 33 ] 
Ex ſomnis ſtupet Evias. 
Hebrum proſpiciens, et nive candidam 


Thracen, ac pede barbaro 
Luſtratam Rhodopen. ut mihi devio. 


Rupes et vacuum nemus 
Mirari libet! O Naiadum potens, 
Baccharumque valentium 
Proceras manibus vertere fraxinos: 


Nil parvum, aut humili modo, 
Nil mortale loquar. dulce periculum eſt, 
O Lenze, ſequi deum 
Cingentem viridi tempora pampino. 
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ODE XXVIth of the 3d Book. 
To VENUS. 


CNNCE, tho' not lately, I confeſs, 
I lov'd, and lov'd with ſome ſucceſs ; 


But now, ay now, 'tis quite provoking, 
Now I will hang up my fine cloaths, 
Hang up my harp and take to proſe, 

And try to turn my pipe to ſmoaking. 


Samples of hair, in fine condition, 
Surrender'd by fair compoſition, 
Taken by ſtorm, or won by guile . 
Writings, for writing ſake, not reading, 
Aſſignments, grants, and ſpecial pleading, 


Shall blaze in one funereal pile, 


Mountains are hoary oft with ſnow, 
When all the vales are green below, 
Still, Venus, let me cleave to thee; 

Let Chloe but a while be kind, 
Then, if my Chloe change her mind, 


* 


1 255 Chloe will only copy me. 
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ODE XXVIL Lib. III. 


Ad PR 


a 
I X I puellis nuper idoneus, 1} 
Et militavi non fine gloria : | l 


Nunc arma defunctumque bello „ = 
Barbiton hic paries habebit, 


"1 

7 „ 

Lævum marinæ qui Veneris latus f 
Cuſtodit. hic, hic ponite lucida 


Funalia, et vectes, et arcus 
Oppoſitis foribus minaces. 


O quæ beatam diva tenes Cyprum, et 
Memphim carentem Sithoni4 nive, 
Regina, ſublimi flagello | : 


Tange Chloen ſemel arrogantem. 


ODE III of the 3d Book. 


EME MBE R, friend, to ſhun exceſs,, 
Ill ſuited. to a life ſo frail and ſhort ; Y 
Let no perplexing care oppreſs, 
No giddy joy to inſolence tranſport. 


Whether, to gloomy thoughts reſign'd, 
By drops, like ſullen thaws, hours melt away, 
Or the gay ſun- ſhine of the mind 

Fills all the ſoul with intellectual day. 


Whether, in ſocial bowers, you ply 

I) he feſtive bowl, or, by ſome dimpling e. 
Indulge the ſentimental ſigh, 

At life's abſurd, inexplicable dream: 


Let wine and elegance unite, 
I) beir choiceſt bleſſings largely to diſpenſe; 
Quicken deſire, improve delight, 
And give the ſweeteſt feelings to the ſenſe. 
Whilſt 


ODE III. Lib, II. 


4 1 M memento rebus in arduis 


Servare mentem: non ſecus ac bonis 


Ab inſolenti temperatam 
Lætitia: moriture Deli, 


Seu mœſtus omni tempore vixeris, 
Seu te in remoto gramine per dies ; : 
Feſtos reclinatum beaàris 
Interiore nota Falerni : 


Qua pinus ingens, albaque populus 
Umbram hoſpitalem conſociare amant 
Ramis, et obliquo laborat 
Lympha fugax trepidare rivo. 85 


Huc vina, et unguenta, et nimium breves 

Flores amœnæ ferre jube roſe : 

Dum res, et ætas, et ſororum 

Fila trium patiuntur atra. 

1 | O Cedes 


138 


Whilſt fate the preſent bliſs beſtows, 
Catch the important moment, cer tis paſs'd, 
Fleeting and pleaſant as the ſhort liv'd roſe, 
Exhaling fragrance to the laſt. 


Thoſe groves you view with looks ſo tender, 
Thoſe flowring ſhrubs, rear'd with a parent's care, 
You muſt relinquiſh and ſurrender 


To the capricious fancy of your heir. 


Nor boots it, whether poor or rich, 
Whether you are nobly born or meanly bred ; 
Whether you drop your being in a ditch, 

Or leave it lingering in a bed. 


For, ſoon or late. the fatal urn 5 
Shall iſſue forth our laſt relentleſs doom; 
'To exile ſent, without return, 


To endleſs reſt, and an eternal tomb. 


* 


191 
Cedes coëmptis ſaltibus, et domo, 
Villaque, flavus quam Tiberis lavit, 
Cedes; et exſtructis in altum 


Divitiis potietur hæres. 


Diveſne, priſco natus ab Inacho, 
Nil intereſt, an pauper, et infima 
De gente ſub dio moreris, 


a Victima nil miſerantis Orci. 


Omnes eodem cogimur: omnium 
Verſatur urna : ſerius ocyus 


Sors exitura, et nos in æternum 


Exſilium impoſitura cymbe. 
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Grazie a gl inganni tuoi, 
Ain reſpiro, O Nice; 
 Alfin d'un infedele 
Ebber gli det pietd. 


To Miss ——— 


HANKS to your wiles, deceitful fair, 
The gods, ſo long in vain implor'd, 
At laſt have heard a wretch's prayer; 
At laſt I find myſelf reſtor'd, 


From thy bewitching ſnares and thee: 
1 feel for once this is no dream; 

I feel my captive ſoul is free ; 
And I am truly what I ſeem. 


I cannot now, as heretofore, 
Put on indifference or diſdain, 

To ſmother flames, that burn no more, 
To hide a paſſion void of pain. 


Without a bluſh, your name I hear, 
No tranſient glow my boſom heats ; 
And, when I meet your eye, my dear, 

My fluttering heart no longer beats. 


Metaſtaſio. 


I dream | 


[ 61 ] 
I dream, but I no longer find 
Your form ſtill preſent to my view ; 
I wake, but now my vacant mind 
No longer waking dreams of you: 


Abſent, for you, no more I pine, 
But wander careleſs-day or night; 

Preſent, no word, no look, no ſign, 

Argues diſturbance or delight. 


I hear your praiſe, no tender flame 


Now thrills reſponſive through my veins ; 


No indignation, only ſhame, 
For all my former wrongs remains. 


I meet you now without alarms, 
Nor longer fearful to diſpleaſe, 

I talk with eaſe about your charms, 
E'en with my rival talk with eaſe. 


Whether in angry mood you riſe, 
Or ſweetly fit with placid guile, 
Vain is the lightning of your eyes, 
And vainer Rill your gilded ſmile. 


Loves, in your ſmiles, no longer play 3 


Vour lips, your tongue, have loſt their art ;: 


Thoſe eyes have now forgot the way, 
That led directly to my heart. 


Whether 


[ 62 ] 
Whether with grief the mind's diſeaſed, 
Or the unburthen'd ſpirits, glad; 
No thanks to you, when I am pleaſed, 
You have no blame, when I am Tad. 


Hills, woods, and lawns, and bleating flocks, 
Without you, captivate me ſtill, 

But dreary moors and naked rocks, 

Tho' with you, make my blood run chill. 


Hear me ; and judge if I'm fincere; 
That you are beauteous ſtill I ſwear; 
But Oh! no longer you appear 

The faireſt, and the only fair. 


Hear me; but let not truth offend, 
In that fine form, in many places, 

I now ſpy faults, my lovely friend, 
Which I miſtook before for graces. 


And yet, tho' free, I thought at firſt, 
With ſhame my weakneſs I confeſs, 
My agonizing heart would burſt, 
The agonies of death are leſs. 


Who would not, when his ſoul's oppreſs'd, 

4 Gladly poſſeſs himſelf again? 

To pluck a ſerpent from his breaſt, | 
Who would not bear the ſharpeſt pain? 


The 


1 
The little ſongſter thus you ſee 
Caught in the cruel ſchool boy's toils, 
Struggling for life, at laſt, like me, 
| Eſcapes, and leaves his feather'd ſpoils. 


His plumage ſoon reſumes its gloſs, 
His little heart ſoon waxes gay; 

Nor falls, grown cautious from his loſs, 
To artifice again a prey. 


Perhaps you think I only feign, 
I do but ſtrive againſt the ſtream, 
Elſe why for ever in this ſtrain, 
Why talk upon no other theme. 


It is not love, it is not pique, 
That gives my whole diſcourſe this caſt ; 
Tis nature that delights to ſpeak | 
Eternally of dangers paſt. 


Carouſing o'er the midnight bowl 

The ſoldier never ceaſing prates, 
| Shews every ſcar to every ſoul, 
And every hair-breadth ſcape relates. 


Thus the poor galley llave, releaſed | 
From pains as great and bonds as ſtrong, 
On his paſt ſufferings ſeems to feaſt, 15 


And hug the chain he dragg'd ſo long. | 4 
4 15 0 
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To talk is all that I deſire i 
When once I let my larum go, 
I never ſtop, ner once enquire, 
Whether you're entertained or no. 


Which of us has moſt cauſe to grieve ? 
Which fituation would you chooſe ? 
I, a capricious tyrant leave, 


And you, a faithful lover loſe. 


I can find maids in every rout, 
With ſmiles as falſe, and forms as fine; 

But you muſt ſearch the world throughout, 
To find a heart as true as mine. 
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ULL long to laughter- loving fancy wed, 
A foe to nought but treachery and art, 
Tho' mirthful folly ever claim'd my head, 
My friends and country always had my heart. 


Erato, void of true celeſtial fire, 
For thee, weak maid, my feelings are too ſtrong ; 
Clio, for once, will animate my lyre, | 


And let my country have one virtuous ſong. 


Whilſt wretched Albion for ages mourns 
Her conquering ſons like laurel'd victims ſlain; 
O could I write, upon their ſacred urns, 


A verſe as laſting as Britannia's pain! 


Bluſh, bluſh, to read how injur'd Braddock fought ; 
Braddock in whom were ever found ally'd, | 

The ſoldier's ardour, with the chieftain's though 

; The ſtoic's fortitude, without his pride. 


Unmindful of the hero's dying prayer, 
Heaven ſtruck a dreadful and avenging blow; 


: A blow that wrung from England in deſpair, 


Thoſe bitter tears that flow'd for Wolfe and Howe. 
1 Q | Congenial 
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Congenial ſpirits, each a ſelf- formed chief, 
Each great as any chief in ancient lore, 
Born to extend her glory and her grief, 


Beyond what Britain ever knew before. 


Valiant in arms, courteous and gay in peace, 
See William's ſnatched to an untimely tomb! 
With every art and elegance of grace, 
And all the energy of patriot Rome. 


And Armytage, alas! in blooming youth, 
Left undiſtinguiſh'd in a hoſtile grave, 
Whom neither plighted love, nor candid truth, 
Nor ſpirited integrity could fave. 


Lo! tow'ring Downe, impatient of repoſe, 
Borne on immortal fame's impetuous wing, 

Falls in the midſt of Britain's fierceſt foes, 
And blaſts the wreath deſign'd him by his king. 


Learn Britons, from your king, on worth to ſmile, 
Or heaven may ſtill have greater ills in ſtore ; 
Brunſwick's fair race may ceaſe to bleſs your iſle, 

And liberty forſake her native ſhore. 
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Againſt aboliſhing the DisTIiNcTion of ParTits. 


e 
"HOUGH Iam apt enough to judge charitably of mens 
profeſſions, I cannot give unlimited credit to the moſt irre- 
Proachable without ſome other ſecurity, much leſs to thoſe who for 


near a century have had nothing to ſubſiſt upon but the credulity of 
the people, and who never ſcrupled to ſacrifice their votaries for 


promoting any iniquitous purpoſe of their own. 


Gentlemen declare, Sir, their abhorrence of all party diſtinctions; 
they ſeem to flatter themſelves that the names of whig and tory 
will be extinguiſhed, or melted down into ſome inoffenfive neu- 
ral, ſhould we come to a reſolution to forbear the mention of 
either in this aſſembly.—I do believe, Sir, the gentlemen are ſin- 
cere; but whether their motives are ſo pure, or the conſequences 
as certain as their wiſhes, may be doubted, and ought to be ex- 


amined. 


Wie i 
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We can be pretty ſure, Sir, from recent experience, how far the 
influence of our forbearance, how tar the example of our expreſſive 
ſilence in ſuch a caſe, will operate upon the minds of the many, 
by obſerving its effect upon two other words of equally hoſtile 
diſcrimination. Words, Sir, which without any formal impeach- 
ment, are fallen into diſuſe, and were for ſome time paſt of ſo 
little fignification amongſt us, that one of them was never men- 
tioned without a ſneer, nor the other without a ſmile of indul- 
gence. Theſe, Sir, are the two ancient antagoniſts, corruption and 
independence. By our prudential meaſures we have indeed effec- 
tually prevented all indecent diſputes between them in this houſe ; 
diſputes, Sir, that uſed formerly to retard not only our annual expreſ- 
ſions of duty and affection, but the real effects of thoſe expreſſions; 
expreſſions, without effect, of no more value than an anniverſary 


| ballad, or any other periodical flower of congratulatory eloquence. 


Without doubt, Sir, if this pattern of moderation was agreeable 
to the fancies of the multitude, they might fit down as contentedly, 
every man under his own woolen cap, as we do under our own vines 
and fig-trees; but the misfortune is thatour diſpaſſionate comportment 
neither conciliates reſpect nor imitation: thus, Sir, we have ſecured 
our private quiet by practiſing what is frequently done in other good 
companies hen two fellows grow troubleſome the reſt agree to 


turn out the moſt exceptionable of the two, never troubling their 


heads about his repreſentations without doors what follows, Sir ? 


why the jovial crew being now delivered from interruption, drive 


on the pleaſurable hours till they begin to flag, and then diſperſe 


amicably either to ſcenes of love and galantry, or to ſome of the 


: many 
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many elegant amuſements that engage the paſſions and employ 
both the head and the heart. 


Theſe bleſſings of peace, Sir, may reaſonably be expected from 
realizing the propoſition before us; but as I find more exalted views 
are pretended, and more extenſive advantages promiſed from this 
meditated proſcription, I ſhall endeavour to ſhew the vanity of 


ſuch expectations. Expectations, Sir, fo abſurd, that they can- 
not be treated with too much contempt, nor be put in too ridi- 


culous a light. 


I have fat, Sir, ſome years in this honourable ſociety, and in 
that time heard many ſtrange doctrines, and many ſtrange and 
even barbarous terms, from ſome of our greateſt orators; but I 
never yet heard the names that diſtinguiſh the two ſexes openly 
and deliberately pronounced within theſe walls. Can any one in- 
fer from hence that we admit of no ſuch diſtinction, or at leaſt 
that we wiſh and deſire that every body ſhould be encouraged to 
act as if there was none? If it was poſſible for us, Sir, to conceive 
ſuch a wiſh, we mult expect to be looked upon as a filthy pack 
of anti-naturaliſts, and would deſerve to be perpetuated, by the 
deſignation given to ſome of our predeceſſors, with much leſs pro- 


priety—— the Rump, Sir. 


Gentlemen, Sir, may laugh—T have heard many in this houſe 
laugh at my honourable friend and brother alderman — — who 
ought to have bluſhed for themſelves —I am ſerious, Sir; I 
would not be thought to ſpeak from the fumes of yeſterday, 
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though I own it was a day of feſtivity.—If it was poſſible t9 
ſuppoſe I ſaid, that we ſhould conceive ſuch a filthy wiſh : and 
why not poſſible to ſuppoſe it, Sir? When I caſt my eyes upon 
the preſent majority, I ſee a ſet of gentlemen who have ſuppoſed, 
Sir, in former days, without making any ſcruple of declaring 
their ſuppoſitions to the whole world, that the greateſt part of 
this houſe were then guilty of a much worſe kind of profſtity- 
tion; much worſe I ſay, Sir, becauſe attended with infinitely 
worſe conſequences: it cannot be more againſt nature, Sir, to 
counteract her exertion, and prevent the exccution of her plan, 
than to deſtroy or debaſe the moſt perfect of her works. If one 
may judge of the fruit by the tree, the publick may indirectly 
reap ſome advantage from the firſt of theſe unnatural vices, by 
having a ſtop put to the propagation of ſcoundrels: but proſti- 
tution in this place, Sir, leads to patricide, the horrible ſuper- 
lative of parental murder; a crime too ſhocking for the contem- 
plation of the law. 


If I can ſhew, Sir, that the propoſal we are upon is only calcu- 
lated to ſerve the purpoſes of this execrable commerce, I need make 
no apology for treating the authors and promoters of it with fo 
little ceremony. 


To proceed properly, I muſt, againſt my inclination, entreat 
you, Sir, to keep your eye fixed upon the two ſiſter fins.----- 
Their ſimilitude, through all their naſty proceedings, is not to be 
| paralleled by any other of the deadly catalogue. 


To return threfore to my laſt ſuppoſition. —--You ſee, Sir, that 
it is poſſible for a majority of this houſe, by parity of reaſoning, 
| 95 
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to turn their backs to the firſt great ordinance of their Creator, 
and to become thereby too unclean for any expiatory cathartic, but 
fire from heaven. Even in this caſe of perdition, Sir, there are 
three ſorts of people who would eſteem themſelves particularly 


happy in our impious fayour and conjunction. 


The firſt, Sir, are thoſe whoſe unhappy propenſity to liberti- 
niſm drives them into the commiſſion of every vice however, de- 
teſtable, with as little compunction, Sir, as you or I would 
feel if we were to flip into the moſt eaſy and natural tranſ- 


greſſion. 


The next, Sir, are thoſe mean wretches who are only with- 
held from a participation of the contaminated cup by penal ter- 
rors, without the leaſt plea of hereditary taint, or of any vicious 
texture of the blood inflamed by a vicious education; wretches, 
Sir, armed, both from complexion and inſtitution, with every ten- 
dency, with every habit, and domeſtic example, in direct con- 


tradiction to their unnatural inclinations. 


The laſt of that ungracious Tr7o are thoſe unrelenting ſinners 
who make no compoſition with law or goſpel—— who never devi- 
ate into the right way, but act uniformly in all circumſtances and 


relations with retrogreſſive deciſion. 


In like manner, Sir, there are three ſorts of proſtitutes that bear 
record upon earth, who will exult in this hopeful expedient of 
ours, to level the two political diſtinctions: The firſt, Sir, eman- 
| cipated 
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c pated from vulgar prejudices, like their retrograde brethren, 
hold communion equally with both genders, and, like them, run 
round the circles of corruption, and go ſcraping about in order to 


be picked up by the diſſolute and abandoned. They were called 
Molles formerly, and anſwer the deſcription of Horace exactly, — 
Gaudent prænomine Molles:“ — Accordingly, they are all Jacks, 
and Dicks, and Toms, and to this day take great delight in pre- 
nominal familiarity with each other. The ſecond, Sir, are thoſe 
miſcreants who for the wages of fin would ſell themſelves to the 
fouleſt pollution, if the bargain and ſale could be tranſacted with 
impunity ; but from the alarms of conſcience, and the dread of 
being caught, they nibble at the bait they dare not ſwallow. —So 
true is the French proverb, Sir, that“ Chacune n'eſt pas bougre 
qui veut.“ 


The third, Sir, to whom the reſt are ſubordinate, are the in- 
fernal agents, whoſe ſole employment is to ſeduce thoſe that ſtand, 
to keep down thoſe that fall, and to revile and traduce the incor- 
ruptible. But it will be aſked, who are theſe infernal corrupters? 
To which I reply, they who have the means of corruption, and 
the will to corrupt : by the curteſy of England, Sir, the means 
may, but the will cannot be engroſſed by any party. Of the two, 
Sir, that divide theſe three kingdoms, there is one that can have 
no more at preſent than the will, becauſe the other is ſolely in 
_ poſſeſſion of the means; by forced marches, by leaving an un- 
ſerviceable artillery behind them—their pretended patriotiſm, 
Sir; and, by abandoning a baggage of no value—their integrity, 
they have at length attained that power by ſurprize, for which 
| they 
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they. had been fighting in vain for almoſt theſe hundred years. 
If fortune, Sir, has put into their hands the means, and the 
only means that can fecure their perſons and their power for a 
ſingle day, do we know ſo little of their gallant leaders to doubt 
about their proweſs and their will? Can we belieye, Sir, that 


they will leave the fat buck, when they have him in their toils, 


from an apprehenfion of flatulencies and indigeſtion ? No, Sir, 


their appetites have been ſharpened, their ſtomach is braced by a 
long courſe of ſteel and bitters. 
0 | 


Wherefore, Sir, when ſotne gentlemen talk fo vehemently about 
aboliſhing the names of Whig and Tory, I think I have already 


thrown together ſome hints that will help to explain their mean- 


ing.—They have no objection to the names, Sir, they only hate 
the principles of a Whig; as on the contrary, they love the doc- 
. trine, but abominate the name of Tory, becauſe that name im- 


plies a doQrine which they dire not openly avow; a doctrine 


which they muſt follow or be undone ; a doctrine, Sir, which 


they have no chance of propagating but by fraud and corruption, 


by the moſt profligate impudence and falſehood. 


Having cleared my foundation of a great deal of rubbiſh, Sir, 
I will now tell you why the Tories for above fifty years not only 
acquieſced under this appellation of ignominy, but ſeemed to glory 
in it. If during all that period it gave them no kind of offence 
when they had ſome pretenſions for diſclaiming it, muſt they not 
have had temporary reaſons for their temporary acquieſcencecꝭ 
They had reaſons, Sir, for they were then acting a downright lie, 
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they were then ſowers of rebellions, ſtirrers up of ſeditions, pro- 
moters of foreign wars and domeſtic ruin, and oppoſers of every 
wiſe and honeſt meaſure of a truly wiſe and virtuous government; 
whereas their doctrine was diametrically oppoſite to their actions: 
unconditional obedience, Sir, to the worſt adminiſtration under the 
moſt deſpotic tyrant is their doctrine, to whoſe diabolical com- 
mands the leaſt reſiſtance is held worthy of death in this world, 
and of damnation in the next. With practices, Sir, ſo different 
from their tenets they confounded the underſtandings of un- 
ſuſpecting men, and were molt popular when they deſerved to have 
been ſtoned to death by the people.—But now, Sir, things are 
greatly altered ; now when they are arrived at the conſummation 
of all their wiſhes, through the dirtieſt ways, and a moſt tedious 
journey, no wonder that they want to ſhufile off the marks of in- 
famy, that make every one that has any reputation to lo { thy 
of joining them, hoping when they are once ſnugly ſettleu, and 
have compoſed their perſons into a faſhionable appearance, that 


they will eſcape the eyes of the injured and jealous publick ; 


like ladies of the town, Sir, who fancy they are undiſcovered, 
when they contrive to thruſt themſelves into a bench among mo- 
deſt women. Alas, Sir, it is all in vain, the marks of the beaſt 
are wrote in characters not to be effaced —no herd, no crowd 


can conceal theſe ſmitten deer — a Tory, Sir, may be ſingled out 


of any mob as eaſily as a Jew or a chimney-ſweeper. 


I have heard ſay, Sir, of late, that a Whig is only a creature of 


fancy, like a dragon or a griffin, that exiſt no where but in he- 


raldry; and I have alſo heard looſe women ſay, Sir, that a woman 


of 
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of virtue is as much a being of the imagination as any other 
fiction in our eſcutcheons. 


I am afraid, Sir, in the ſtricteſt ſenſe of the words, we ſhall not 
be able to furniſh many ſquadrons of Whigs, nor above a legion 


of female griffins, in all this great city, — But ſtill, Sir, it is the 
intereſt of virtue to rank thoſe on her fide who are for keeping up 
the ſeparation; the lines that divide her and vice can never be 


levelled without they are either forced or betrayed. —— Though far 
from the perfection that has been found in ſome Whig heroes 
and chaſte heroines— the commoneſt ſtreet- walker in the ſuburbs 
of virtue, that never refuſed any favour but the laſt, and the moſt 
common Whig, Sir, deſerve better from mankind than to be ranked 
with common whores, and confounded with hackney Torics. 


I have diſcharged my conſcience, Sir, in delivering my ſentiments 
upon thepreſent occafion with that freedom and candour becoming a 
man who has the honour torepreſent none but the free and generous, 
If mobs and riots, Sir, have been frequent of late, I have ſhewn 
you to what ſort of men, and to what kind of principles, this uni- 
verſal dĩſaffection is owing. If I can find hereafter any ſymptoms 
of amendment amongſt the heads, you may depend upon my 
care, Sir, to endeavour to put a ſtop to the fermentation in the 
| fecal ducts. In the mean time it may not be amiſs, Sir, by way of 
hint, to leave my compliments with you for my lord Duke, 
to inform him, that though he has the power of the bags, and 


could let out his wind for as valuable a conſideration as Æolus 


did to Juno—even for a fine wench, Sir, 
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Quarum quæ forma pulcherrima Deiopeiam 


Connubio jungam ſtabili propriamque dicabo, 


acknowledge and feel, Sir, the ſtrength of the temptation, yet as 
I think it both impolitick and infinitely beneath him, I would not 
adviſe him to bluſter; for he can neither raiſe a ſtorm without my 


permiſſion, nor lay one without my aſſiſtance, 


- 


Non illi imperium pelagi ſævumque Tridentem, 


is Sed mihi ſorte datum *. 

4 Upon which the Alderman awoke, rubb'd his eyes, rung his bel!, 
1 and called for pen, ink, and paper, and a draught of ſmall beer. 

* ; 

p * Mr. Hogarth attending to the Szvum Tridentem, has put three enormous teeth 


into the mouth of our popular orator, 
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